Martin coughed nervously, though only he heard it, and only
because he was expecting it. He braced himself.

"Come on. Get outside!59

Pale with anxiety, he awaited the result.

There was a slight stirring; a few heads turned curiously; that
was all.

"Get outside," he repeated uncertainly.

Gelda opened one eye.

"Why?" he asked.

It was a simple question, but it put Martin completely off his
stroke.

"Because it's time for parade."

As soon as he had spoken he saw his mistake. To descend to
argument was hopelessly weak to begin with, and in any case
what did Gelda care about the time? After two years of bullying
and regimentation, one might as well talk Euclid to a mule as
appeal to Gelda's logic, for he now responded to nothing less
forceful than vocal dynamite.

Martin tried again.

His voice vibrated, but with nervousness, not authority.

Gelda opened his other eye to focus both with interest upon
the new corporal. Then he sniggered, and Martin knew the worst
had happened.

"He's only warm, like. Eh, Nobby, you big idle swiller! The
corp's here bumming the load, telling you to get outside."

"Not me. It ain't time for parade yet," he muttered, annoyed
at being aroused from his doze. "It's only just abart five minutes
since we got down to lapping it up. Who? Him?"

One by one, the sleeping dogs stirred, growled, then sniffed as
if at an objectionable smell. It was a crisis; the next moment they
would either get up and slouch out, or ignore him for ever and
ever. It was the critical moment.

"Well, chase me round the room with a long scrubber," said
Dolly, sitting up. "We're after being blitzed."

Yawning, Nobby turned over.

"I say," said the Bishop, blinking; "you're terribly hard on us.
It might soften the blow if you said 'please.* We guardsmen have
our pride.*9

It was failure: with the whole might of the British military
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